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„Nor baſie to leave this lowly vale 

* For lofty mountains far away.” 
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PEACE AND HOME. 


On tarry, gentle traveller; 
Oh tarry now at ſetting day; 
Nor haſte to leave this lowly vale 
For lofty mountains far away, 
II. 


oh tell me bat has tempted thee 


Thro' woods and dreary wilds to roam; 
Oh tell me what has tempted thee 
To quit thy lot and peaceſul home. 
III. 
Say, haſt thou not a partner dear, 
That's conſtant to thy love, and kind? 
And wilt thou leave her faithful ſide, 
Nor caſt one ſorrowing look behind? 
Mr 4 | 
Yon ſun that gilds the village ſpire, 
And gaily flings his parting ray, 
Say, ſmiles he not as fweetly o'er 
Thy native village far away? 
V. 
Does mad ambition lure thy ſteps 
To wander in the paths of ſtrifc ? 
Ah think bow ſwiſt thy minutes fly ! 
Ah, thiak how ſhort thy ſpan of life! 


i. Att, 
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VI. 
For life is like yon et imſon beam 
That trembles in the weſtern ſkies; 
Full ſoon, alas! its glories ceaſe ; 
It ſparkles—glimmers—ſades—and dies. 
VII. 
Oh waſte not then thy ſleeting hours 
In foreign elimes aud paths unknown; 
Return thee to the bappy plains 
That bounteous nature made thy own. 
| vil. 
For me, nor gold, nor prineely power, 
Nor purple veſt, nor ſtately dome, 
Nor all that trophy'd grandeur boaſts, 
Shall lure me from my tranquil home. 
IX. 
This ruſtie eot and ſilent ſhade 
Shall evermore my dwelling be; 
E'en when my deſtia'd days are ſpent 
I'll reſt beneath yon aged tree. 
X. 
Beſide the brook, a ſimple None, 
Shall ſerve to guard my cold remains, 
And tell the pilgrims, as they paſs, 
I died amidſt my native plains. 
XI. 
Return, then gentle traveller; 
Return thee with the morning ray; 
Nor leave again thy lowly vale, 
For lofty mountains ſar away. 
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THE VOLUNTEER. 


W ary fivepence a ſolid' meal cannot ſupply 

To a jolly yourrg nian five feet ten inches high; 

Who has jogg'd with his knapſack twelve leagues 
through the rain, 

While bis wench and three brats had each ancle 
to ſtrain; 

The poor volunteer to the halberts is tied, 

For ſtealiug two ehiek- eggs and getting them fried: 

What carters and jockies ſhould ſuffer he ſeels, 

And the blood guſhes down from his nape to his 
heels. 

The Commander in chief, who is almoſt fifteen, 

Aud a taylor's apprentice by right fhould have 
been; | | | 

Now (truts round the circle, then turns on his heel, 

To belabour the drummers 2ho dent make Lim feel — 

Swears England could ne'er have produc*'d ſuch 
a rogue, F. 

And diſcerns in his howling the true Iriſh brogue, 

The Surgeon, ,whoſe ſympathy ſwells in each 
veia, 

When a ſwoon interrupts the convulſions of 
pain, | 

Makes them flog till he ſtart to his ſenſes again: 
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Nay, Doctor and Drum for attendance are Saif; 


And his pockets are fleec'd while his ſhoulders 
are flay'd, ' 


He's pack'd in a tranſport on every ſtate quar- 

rel, 

More tightly than biſcuit and beef in a barrel; 

la torrents each fammer ſhower ſtreamy through 
his tent, 

Ia barracks more diſmal, December is fpent ; 

In damp rotten bedding, the moment he's laid, 

To the rage of wholt armies his rear is betray'd z 

In health he infallibly more than half ſtarves, 

In a tertian, he's us'd as a raſcal deſerves. 


His Chloe, by hunger, compell'd to ſad pranks, 
Is chas'd as a ſwindler in form through the ranks, 
His children, when ſome baggage cart is o'cr- 

thrown 
I a ditch, likeblind pappiel are ſuffer'd to drown. 


And when for his king thirty years he has toil'd; 
In Canada froſt-bit, in Africa broil'd 
Has been thrice a week handcuff'd for drinking 

his pay, 

Got nine thouſand. laſhes for running away; 
Has oft like a hero been wounded b-fore, 
And clear*d with a cudgel each concubine's ſcore; 
At laſt, with the Dons, point to point he engayes; 
For more than one fourth of a ſeavenger's wages; 
Some merciful volley then ſhatters a leg, 
And his crutches obtain him permiſſion to beg. 
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To ſwell the catalogue of human woc. 


THE DRUM. 
VERSES 
* WRITTEN ON HEARING A DRUM BEAT 
FOR THE eee —— 
1 
I. 


I HATE that drum's diſcordant ſound, 


Parading round, and round, and round: 
To thoughtleſs youth it pleaſure yields, 
And lures from cities and from fields, 


To ſell their liberty for charms * 


Of tawdry lace and glittering arms, 
And when ambition's voice commands, 


To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands, 


I hate that drum's diſcordant ſound, 


Parading round, and round, and round, 
To me it talks of ravag'd plairs, 


Aud burning towns, and ruin'd ſwains, 


And mangled limbs, and dying groans, 


And widow's tears, and orphan's moans, 


And all that Miſery's hand beſtows, 
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SCENES OF MY YOUTH; 
| OK N 
SUCH "THINGS WERE, 


% IT cannot but remember Such things were, 
© and were moſt precious to me,” 


1. 


SHAKESPEARE, 


Scexts of my youth! ye once were dear, 
Though ſadly I your charms ſurvey ; 
I once was wont to linger here, 
From carly dawn to clofing day. 
Scenes of my Youth ! pale ſorrow ſlings 
A ſhade o'er all your beauties now; 
And robs the moments of their wings, 
That ſcatter pleaſure as they flow; 
While ſtill to heighten every care, 
Reſlection tells me, Such things were. 
* II, 
'Twas here a tender mother ſtrove 
To keep my happineſs in view; 
I ſmil'd beneath a parent's love, 
That ſoft eompaſſon ever knew; 
In whom the virtues all combin'd, 
On whom I could with faith rely ; 
To whom my heart and ſoul were join'd 
By mild Aﬀection's primal tie! 
Who ſmiles in Heav'n, exempt ſrom care, 
Whilſt I remember, Such things were / 
I. 
"Twas here, (where calm and tranquil reſt 
O'crpays the peaſant for his toil) 


(8 ) 
That, firt in bleſſing, I was bleſt, 
With glowing Friendſhip's open ſmile, 
My friend, far diſtant doom'd to roam, 
Now bra ves the fury of the ſeas; 
He fled his peaceful, happy home, 
His little fortune to encreaſe ; 
Whilſt bleeds afreſh the wound of Care, 
When 1 cemember, Such things were! 
| | IV. 
"Twas here—ev'n in this blooming groye, 
I fondly gaz'd on Laura's charms, 
Who, bluſhing, own'd à mutual love, 
And melted in my youthful arms, 
Tho? hard the ſoul-conflicting ſtrife, 
Yet ſate, the cruel tyrant, bore 
Far from my ſight the charm of life— 
The lovely maid whom I adore. 
Twould eaſe my ſoul of all its care, 
Could I forget that Such things were. 
| v. — 
Here firſt I ſaw the morn appear 
Of guileleſs pleaſure's ſhining day; 
] met the dazzling brightneſs here, 
Here mark'd the ſott decliving ray 
Beheld the ſkies, whoſe ſtreaming light 
Gave ſplendour to the parting ſun ; 
Now loſt in ſorrow's ſable night, 
And all their mingled glories gone! 
Till death in pity, end my care, 
] muſt remember, Such things were, 
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